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“CONFESS!” THUNDERED NICK CARTER, “FOR SHARKEY OPENED HIS HEART TO ME BEFORE HE DIED, AND I HAVE THE 
DIAMOND STUD!” 
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ick Carter’s Peculiar Case. 


By the author of “NICK CARTER.” 


- OBAPTER I. 
‘+ MURDERED WHILE ASLEEP. 


“Hello, Nick, where away ¢” 

The speaker, a man of thirty-five or forty, in the uni- 
- form of a police captain, stood in front of the Hoffman 
House about five o’clock on a clear morning in early 
autumn. | . 

- The person addressed, smooth-faced, muscularly built, 


alert, resolute, and keen-eyed, smiled cordially as he re- 


- plied : 3 
“To the Grand Central Depot.” 


“Business?” | 

“No, pleasure.” 

“Ah! Iam glad of that, for if there is one man above 
another in New York who deserves to enjoy the rosy side 


* 


et life it is Nick Carter.” 


“You do me proud.” | a 

“No, Idon’t. Going to be gone long ” 

“No, my family are out of town. I think I am entitled 
to a few days’ rest, and [ am going to join them.” 

The captain sighed. ofr 
_ “TJ wisn I were going with you,” he said. 
“J wish you were, too.” 

“But I can’t leave the grind just yet. Well, don’t let 


ox me detain you. Good-by and good luck.” 


They shook hands, and Nick, turning down Twenty- 
sixth street, hurried to Madison avenue and along that 


thoroughfare to the depot. 


He had gone but a few blocks when the quick pattering 
of feet behind him, followed by an excited call in a lad’s 
voice, made him pause and turn around. | ae 

“Stop, mister, won't yer?” eee 

Nick turned, and saw it was a district messenger boy. 

_ The youngster came up puffing, and handed the great 
detective a sealed note. 

“Der cop writ it up at der Hoffman.” : 

‘Nick opened the envelope quickly, and read the follow- 
BS ee x: ‘ . f 

“The inspector wants you immediately. Mysterious murder in 

Thirteenth street. \ . CassIpy.”’ 


Nick looked up. | 

The boy was still there. . 

The detective took out his note-book and wrote these 
lines hurriedly upon a blank leaf: , 


t 


«Mrs. Nick Carter, Elizabethtown, N.Y. --Can’t come to-day. Ex- 


Nick CARTER.” 


He tore the leaf out, put a silver dollar on it, and 
handed both to the boy. | 


“Take this to the nearest telegraph office, and have it 
-yushed. Now go.” 


“Poi. 
Away went the messenger toward the depot. _ 
Nick turned the first corner, and walked swiftly toward 
Broadway, caught a car, and rode down town. = 
ae found the then Inspector Byrnes anxiously awaiting 
im. | 
“Got a case for you, Nick,” was his greeting. “Reported 
an hour ago, and not a man on the force can make head 
or tail of it.” | 
‘*Who is the victim ?” 
-“Tuther Manton.” 
“Son of the Pennsylvania oil king *” 
ee ag. ”? ° 
“What are the particulars as far as learned 
“Sit down, and I will tell you.” 
Nick took a seat and a cigar the inspector offered him, 


: and listened to the following: | — 


=. 
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“Manton has been living for some time Pp 
apartment of a lodging-house on Thirteenth street 
Fifth avenue. | | aR ach 
‘Last night he retired as usual, ae 
“ About four o’clock this morning the janitor, who 
got up unusually early, heard several gasping gr 
issuing from Manton’s room on the fourth floor, s 
“He entered the room, to tind Manton lying on the fl 
and weltering in his own blood. ‘ eae 
“In a few moments he was dead, and without hav 
uttered a word. | | , | ee 
“The janitor made no investigations himself, but rushes 
down stairs and to the nearest telephone. ‘tae 
“JT had arisen several hours earlier than usual, and 
happened to be in the office when the message came. rer 
“My first thought was of you, and after I had sent _ 
messenger to the Gilsey, where you put up last night, 
had one of my detectives go up to the murdered man’s 
room and take a preliminary look about, as a measure f 
precaution, so that you might know when you begin on 
the case whether or not anything has been removed or in 
terfered with about the place.” 3 ee 
‘‘And what did he report?” 
“Nothing of consequence.” | 
“Then I had best go up to the place at once.” 
Ve5,” | . , 
As Nick rose to leave the office the inspector said, in 
conclusion : © sae 
“I leave the case entirely in your hands. Issue any / 
orders you please, make any arrangements, or take a y 
action that may seem fit and proper. under the circum- 
stances, and it will be all right.” . eae 
Nick bowed and departed. _ me 
A short walk brought hirn to the house of the tragedy. — 2 
It was not an imposing structure, simply a brown-stone 
affair of the style of twenty years ago. eet 
The great detective glanced sharply at the front, and Bs 
then quickly mounted the steps. - 
A servant girl answered the bell. . | 
‘Nick informed her that he was the representative of 
New York’s great chief of detectives. | ee 
“I’m glad you’ve come, sir,” she said, eagerly, “for you 
may find out something.” abe 
“T hope I may.” 3 ots a 
‘As he spoke he cast a searching glance around the hall- — 


way and up the first flight of stairs. : 


“ Where is the janitor?” he asked. 

“Below stairs.” | 

“Oalthim.” ’ es) 
~The girl leaned over the balustrade and called in a 3 
shrill, piercing voice: | eo: 

“ Bolters !” 

“ Coming.” 

The janitor presently appeared. BS crete ote eae 
He was a mild-mannered fellow, tall, and powerfully 
built, and about thirty years of age. as 
Nick announced his profession and business, and the ~ 
janitor with a sigh started up the stairs, the detective fol- _ 
lowing. Br 

Half way up the second flight Nick stopped, picked up — 
a small object, and put it in his pocket. ne 
On the fourth landing the guide halted, and indicated — 
a door at the end of the hall-way. Ss Ba 
Then he turned, and was about to descend the stairs 
when the detective stopped him. eee 
“T want you to go with me,” he said, quietly. “There — 
may be some questions which I may desire to ask you.” Sis 
The man assented, though reluctantly, a fact that did 
not escape Nick’s observation. Ee ss. 
The room they entered was one of a suite of three, and 
was used as a sleeping apartment. : 7 ‘* 
Beyond was the parlor, fronting on the street, and open- “ 
ing out of that on the side was another bedroom. 3 
All three rooms also opened into the hall- way. 


After glancing casually about the apartment Nick gave ke 


his whole attention for a time to the body of the murdered ay 
It was lying on the bed just as the janitor had found it. Pe 
On the left side of the head, above the ear, and close to 

the front, was a deep depression in the skull. i ees 


Nick went down on his knees, and then from the inner 
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pocket of his coat took a small case of surgical instru- 
ments. 


eee :.:£0€@€wCUD SS 


He turned again to the janitor. 
“What do you know of Mr. Manton’s financial circum. 


He had not only studied medicine and surgery to assist | stances?” he asked. 


him in his profession, but he had had considerable prac- 
tical experience. 

Many an important clew had he obtained by reason of 
his knowledge of the human anatomy and the secrets of 
materia medica. 

He spread his case upon the bed, selected such instru- 
ments as he needed, and then proceeded to cut away the 
hair and remove the clots of blood which had formed 
about the mouth of the wound. 

He had been working thus for a moment when he 
uttered a low ejaculation of surprise. 

He had made a strange and important discovery. 

While the mouth of the wound was at least three-quar- 
ters of an inch wide, the depth was the same, terminating 
in a sharp point. 

“That was a terrible blow,” he muttered, under his 
breath, ‘‘and ought to have caused instant death.” 

Then turning to the janitor, who was staring at him in 
almost abject terror, Nick said : 

“Who occupies the other bedroom ?” 

“Mr. Colvin.” 

“Who is he?” 

“A young gentleman.” 

“Friend of Mr. Manton?” 

SY Gs, Sir.” 

“Was he in last evening?” 

“He was here for an hour or two, and then went out.” 

“Did he come in again ; that is, to go to his own room ” 

“T don’t think he did.” 

“Why don’t you think so?” 

“ Because his bed this morning showed that it had not 
been occupied during the night.” 

Nick walked into the parlor, and from there into Col- 
vin’s bedroom. 

He did this several times, with his head bowed and 
apparently in deep thought. 

In reality hs had eyes for every article within sight. 

At last he approached one of the front windows, where 
he stood for several moments gazing into the street. 

Then he resumed his walk, but stopped abruptly after a 
couple of turns and addressed the janitor again : 

“ Wag it Colvin’s habit to go out evenings ?” 

“Not as a rule.” 

“He was a good friend of Mr. Manton’s, I - suppose ?” 

“They were the best of friends.” 

“Mr. Manton went out frequently, did he not?” 

‘Not until recently.” 

“Ah! how recently ?” 


“ About three weeks ago, and he bas been out nearly 


every night since.” 
‘Wag he in last evening?” 
‘“Ves. 99 
“ At what time did he arrive?” 
‘“‘A bout ten-thirty.” 
“Did you see his face ” 
46 Yes. 93 : 
“ Anything unusual in its expression ?” 
“Yes, there was.” 
“Ah! And what was unusual about it?” 
“He seemed a bit flurried.” 
“Did he say anything to you i 
“Not a word.” 
“Did any one accompany him to his room %” 


“ss No ” 


Nick dropped his examination to make a minute investi- 


gation of everything in the murdered man’s room. 


The clothes lay in a heap on the floor, and the pockets 


had been turned inside out. 
Everything of value in them had been taken. 


An examination of his other belongings failed to reveal 


the smallest piece of money or a single article of jewelry. 


At first blush robbery seemed to have been the motive 


for the murder. 


But Nick Carter never made up his mind in a matter of 


this kind in a hurry. 


He had worked up too many cases where robbery had 
been committed as a blind to allow the absence of money 


and jewelry to have any great weight in his calculations. 


“ He was well fixed, sir.” 

‘‘How do you know ?” , 

“Well, you see, sir, it was in this way: Yesterday 
afternoon he paid me for his lodgings, and 1 sawa big 
wad of bills when he opened his pocket-book. And he 
had a watch, and a diamond shirt stud.” 

Nick took another turn about the room. 

Then he asked : 

“Were the clothes scattered about like this when you 


discovered the murder ?” 


“Yes, sir,” 

“By the way, was the door locked or unlocked when 
you tried it?” i 

“Tt was unlocked and open, and I heard the other de- 
tective say that the murderer came in ‘by the door and 
went out that way.” 

Nick went to a corner within a few feet of the head of 
the bed where an air-shaft was located. 

It had two glass doors on either side, and they were 
partly open. ; 

Nick examined the shaft long and intently. 

“Where does this lead to?” 

“Brom the basement up through the roof.” 

“These doors are always open, I suppose ?” 

“Veg, sir, except in cold weather.” 

The great detective now saw that the janitor was more 
at his ease than he had been a few moments before. 

“The fellow is honest,” was Nick’s mental conclusion, 
“but he received a bad scare this morning, and it took 
some time for him to get over it.” 

“Has Mr. Colvin any occupation?” was the next query. 

“He is a clerk in Dolbeare & Co.’s office, Wall street.” 

A few moments later Nick was on the street. 

He had turned down Fifth avenue, and had traversed a 
couple of blocks when he glanced up and almost stopped. 

Coming toward him was a dark-skinned young man of 
medium height, lithe, slender, and dressed in the latest 
fashion. a 

In his coat he wore a dainty button-hole bouquet of 
white violets. | 

As he passed the detective his piercing black eyes 
flashed one sharp glance into Nick’s face. . 

The latter was gazing coolly into space at the moment. 

But when the dark-featured man had gone by Nick 
took from his vest-pocket the small object which he had 
picked up on the stairs of the house on Thirteenth street. 

It was a bunch of crushed and withered white violets. 

“This is interesting,” he muttered, “ and if I did not 
know where to lay my hands on Senor Manuel Delago I 
would put myself at once on his trail.” 


CHAPTER II. 
A COMPLICATED AFFAIR. 


Nick went to police headquarters, and accosted the de- 
tective in charge of the museum. 

“ How’s your supply of curious weapons this morning 2?” 

“Not so large as last month.” . 

“No? How’s that?” 

“A thief stole in last week while my substitute’s back 
was turned and swiped several specimens.” 

“Were any of them weapons with which murders have 
been committed ?” 

oe Yes. 9? 

Nick said no more then, but began an inspection of the 
museum’s curiosities. 

There was a disappointed look on his face when he 
turned to the keeper. 

“T was looking for a hammer with a pointed end,” he 
said, in explanation, “ and I find that you have none 
here.” — 

“ A hammer with a pointed end! Why, we had one here 
a while ago.” : 

“Qo JT thought.” | 

“Tt was taken from a Malay sailor who had crushed in 
his mate’s skull with it.” : 

“Must have been stolen with the other things last 


week.” 
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«6 Yes. »b) 

Leaving Mulberry street Nick went to a restaurant, and 
had breakfast, and then betook himself to Wall street. 

It was a little before nine o’clock when he arrived 
there, a quiet hour, and when many of the offices were 
closed. 

But he found Dolbeare & Co.’s open, and a tall, hand- 
some young man, with a pale face and dark circles about 
his eyes, was sitting at a desk and engaged at a page of 
figures. 

He looked up with a start when the great detective en- 
tered. 

“Mr. Colvin, I believe ?” 

*‘Yes, sir. What can I do for you?” 

“A great deal, perhaps.” 

A faint, peculiar odor saluted Nick’s nostrils as he 
uttered the words. 

“That’s very sweet,” he said, as he gave several quick 


snuffs. ‘What is it—violets Q” 
‘5 Yes. 99 
“And white violets, I’ll wager.” 


Colvin spoke quite unconcernedly. 

“Two men with a penchant for one flower,” thought the 
detective, “and that flower is found near the room of the 
man who was murdered. What will this clew lead me 
to, I wonder ?” 

But his words when he spoke aloud were these: 

“Your favorite perfume, I take it.” 

The young man now showed some surprise mixed with 
annoyance. 

“No, it is not,” shortly. 

“T beg your pardon for my seeming impertinence,” con- 
tinued Nick, suavely. “Let me introduce myself. I am 
Nick Carter, the——” 

“Great Heaven!” came the startled ejaculation in in- 
terruption, ‘‘am I suspected ?” 

‘*Suspected of what?” asked the detective, as his keen 
eyes swept the agitated countenance of the man before 
him. 

“Of the murder !” 

“'Whose murder ?” 

“Luther Manton’s.” 

“Then you have heard of that tragic affair ?” 

“You know I have, or you would not be here.” 

“Decidedly, this is opening up better than I expected,” 
thought Nick. 

“T came here to ask you certain questions about the de- 
ceased,” he said to Colvin, “but as to suspecting you of 
the murder, that is another thing altogether. Did you kill 
him, though?” 

The detective regarded the young man as he woulda 
wonderful curiosity as he put the question. 

“No, I didn’t.” 

“Then why should you imagine that you would be sus- 
pected of having a hand in that awful affair?” 

“T will explain.” 

“Before you begin I wish you would tell me why you 
have been carrying white violets when you are not par- 
tial to the flower.” 

“A friend gave me a bunch last evening.” 

“ His name ?” 

“Luther Manton.” 

“What! did Manton have a weakness for white vio- 
lets?” 

6b Yes. 9 

Nick’s brow clouded. 

The case was not so clear as he had thought it would 


~ be. 


There was a mystery about the murder which it would 
take time to unravel.” 

“Let me have your statement,” he said. 

“T was in my room last evening for a short time,” Col- 
vin began, “and was preparing for bed, when I was called 
away by a telegram.” 

“From whom, if I may ask?” 

“Tt was signed with the name of a young lady with 
whom I have been keeping company for months.” 

“Where does she live?” 

“In Brooklyn.” 

**Go on.” 
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“And it spoke of Her having met with an accident while 
out riding, and requested my immediate attendance at 
her bedside. 

“JT was at her aunt’s house, where she resides, before 
midnight. 

“There were no lights visible about the place when I 
rang the bell, a circumstance that surprised me. 

‘‘A servant came to the door after a long wait, rubbing © 
her eyes as if she had been awakened out of a sound sleep. 

“When I asked after Miss Swain she showed the most 
intense surprise, and in answer to the other questions 
rapidly put to her informed me that the young lady was 


|}sound and well, that she had met with no accident; in 


fact, had not left the house that day. 

“T knew the girl who gave me this information well, 
and I could not but believe her. 

“The telegram then had been forged. By whom and for 
what purpose? 

‘“‘T puzzled my brain over the matter as I took my way 
back to New York, but could come to no conclusion. 

“T had no rival, and as for enemies, I did not suppose I 
had a single one in the world. 

“Tt was after two o’clock in the morning when I 
mounted the stairs of the house on Thirteenth street. 

‘“ As I walked along the hall-way I saw to my astonish- 
ment that the door of Manton’s room was open. 

‘‘Curiositvy induced me to enter. 

“Tt was dark inside, but I struck a match and looked 
about. 

“Tmagine my amazement and horror, if you can, when | 
I saw my friend lying on the bed with his head matted 
with blood and, as I supposed, dead. 

“While I stood there in a panic of distress and fear a 
noise in one of the other rooms near by brought me to 
myself. 

“What if I were caught in the room of the murdered 
man at that moment? 

“T would be suspected of the awful crime and might 
find it up-hill work to prove my innocence. 

“I determined to get out of there instantly, and not put 
in an appearance in the building again that night. 

““My good fortune enabled me to gain the street with- 
out meeting any one, and I was congratulating myself 
over the fact that my presence in the house had not been 
discovered, when you announced yourself, Mr. Carter, 
and I instantly came to the conclusion that you knew 
that I had been in Manton’s rooms.” 

Nick smiled. 

“Your fears got the better of you that time, Mr. Colvin. 
But no harm has been done. On the contrary, your state- 
ments may assist me materially in running down the as- 
sassin.’ 

“T will do all I can to aid you,” said Colvin, earnestly. 

“Did you know that Manton had lately spent his even- 
ings eae a3 his room ?” 

**Oh, 

re Oi fons tell me the occasion for these absences ?” 

“Well, the fact is, Mr. Carter. that he met a most 
charming young lady several weeks ago.” 

“Who is she?” 

“Miss Swain’s cousin.” 

‘*Does she also live in Brooklyn ?” 

**No, in Jersey City.” 

“But she visits Miss Bwamn frequently, I presume.” 

66 Yes. ? 

“Proceed.” 

“It was a case of love at first sight. He was in the 
habit of spending his evenings with her, and I suppose he 
was there last night.” 

‘‘The janitor said that he came in at ten-thirty.” 

“Perhaps he was somewhere else, then.” 

“A talk with Miss —— what’s her name?” 

‘“Kikhart.” 

“A talk with Miss Elkhart will settle that point. By 
we ie I suppose you are acquainted with the young 

a a4 39 

&c Yes. ” 

‘‘Has she many suitors ?” 

“Yes, for she is rich as well as beautiful.” 

“Were there many as persistent in their attentions as 
your late friend, Manton?” 
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“There was only one, an artist and a former Cuban 
suspect, who lives at one of the up-town hotels.” 

“Senor Manuel Delago, eh?” 

“ How did you know ?” 

Colvin looked at Nick in surprise. 

“Oh, I met him on the street a while ago, and, per- 
haps, my suspicions went out to him because he had a 
bunch of white violets at his button-hole.” 

“Yes, he did pattern after Manton in that respect.” 

“ Do you know at what hotel Delago is staying ?” 

“The Albemarle, I believe.” 

“ That’s all for the present.” 

Nick turned to go, but stopped at the door. 

“If you should meet Delago before I see you again, and 
he should ask you any questions about the tragedy, say 
nothing of my visit, and don’t make any admissions that 
would be useful to him.” 

*“You look upon him as the murderer, then ?” 

“TI suspect him.” 

“Very well, I will follow your advice.” 

Nick’s next step was to don a disguise. 

Near the noon hour a middle-aged gentleman, with long 
hair, and beard and mustache to match, dressed in a 
homespun suit of the style that might have been in vogue 
before the war, walked into the office of the Albemarle 
House, and, laying a cheap black satchel on the floor by 
the counter, put his name down on the reyister as follows: 

“Culpepper Ashbee, Perry’s Cove, Tennessee.” 

He allowed his satchel to be taken to a room, but said 
he wouldn’t go up just yet. 

There were few persons about, and the chief clerk, who 
thought he had sized up the new arrival pretty accu- 
rately, began a conversation with him : | 

“Better weather in the Tennessee mountains than up 
here in New York.” 

“1 reckon.” 

“Still, if you’ll go over to Staten Island, you’ll find lots 
of cool and shady places.” 

“Cain’t stop long ernough ter slosh eround any. Mus’ 
be back. ’n ther cove befo’ nex’ Sunday.” 

“T thought you couldn’t have come up to the city for 
pleasure at this time of the year.” 

“Didn’t. ’Twas business, and I’m shore I’ll be right 
glad when I git through ’ith ther business, ’n ready ter 
light out fer the mountings. Ef it warn’t fer darter 
Jinny, I wouldn’t be hyah.” 

66 No fe 

“Thet’s what’s ther matter. She got her picter tuk 
down ter Chat’nooga last week, and when she brung it 
ome nuthin’ ’ud do but she must have it enlarged ’n 
painted in oil.” 

“T see.”’ 

“Here tis, ’n I don’t blame her much, fer she’s ther 
peartest lookin’ critter o’ her age in the cove, though I 
do say it.” eee : 

He took a package from the inside pocket of his coat. 

It was tied with hempen twine, and after half a dozen 
wrappings of paper had been turned back, the photograph 
of a pretty country girl was disclosed. ; 

“She’s a beauty,” said the clerk, in genuine enthusi- 
asm. 

“That’s what she air, stranger.” 

“Who have you engaged to paint the portrait?” 

“No one, as yit. I got in this mornin’, ’n heven’t hed 
time fer to look eround yit. But it’ll be a right smart sort 
of a dauber that’ll git that there job, if you hear me. 
Don’t know of a good one, do yer?” 

The clerk knitted his brows in thought. 

Just then a young man of swarthy features and slender 

ild entered the room. 
othe clerk glanced at him, and his face at once lighted 
ae I do know an artist who, if he undertakes the commis- 
gion, will execute it to your entire satisfaction.” 

‘‘Whar is he ter be found ?” 

“There he is over there by the window.” ; 

It was Senor Manuel Delago, and he had seated himself 
in a chair and picked up a newspaper. 

“Does he hang up in this yer tavern ?” 

“He dines here, but lodges somewhere down town, on 


Thirteenth street, I believe.” 


¥ 
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“Thirteenth street? Whar’s that?” 
The Tennesseean, who was Nick Carter, was surprised 
to learn that Delago had changed his lodgings. 

No indication of his feelings, however, was showa in 
his face or in the tones of his voice. 

The clerk gave him explicit directions for the finding 
of either the east or west divisions of Thirteenth street. 

Then he called up Delago, and introduced him to the 
disguised detective. 

The Cuban, who spoke English without a trace of for- 
eign accent, said he would be pleased to see Mr. Ashbee 
at his studio two days hence. 

“‘Can’t tend ter me ter-day, then?” 


“No, I have business on hand which will occupy all my 


time for two days.” 

He handed Nick his card as heispoke, and the great de- 
tective, as he glanced at it swiftly before he put it in his 
pocket, saw that the studio was located in the house of 
the murder. 

Delago, then, must have slept in the building the night 
before. | ’ 

As the artist turned to go, Nick noticed that he carried 
a peculiar looking cane. 

It was of light wood, with a handle made of some heavy 
metal. 

The detective’s sharp eyes also saw that the handle was 
in reality the head of a hammer, one end of which had’ 
been beaten down to a fine point. 

Here, then, was the assassin of Luther Manton beyond 
the shadow of a doubt. 

But before making the arrest Nick resolved’ to obtain 
other and yet more convincing evidence against him. 

One secret of Nick Carter’s great success was that he 
never closed in on his prey until he had woven about him 
a network of incriminating evidence which was proof 
against his strength or ingenuity. . 

Having accomplished the object of his visit to the Albe- 
marle, Nick went-to the Gilsey, where he had taken tem- 
porary quarters, and in his room calmly reviewed the sit- 
uation. : 

“The man who committed the crime,” ran his thoughts, 
“did not enter Manton’s room by the door. 

“He climbed the air-shaft in his stocking feet, not a 
difficult undertaking, for there were a number of cleats 
on the wall of it, left there by painters when at work on 
the interior. 

“Having arrived on a level with Manton’s bedroom, 
the murderer softly pushed open the window. 

_ “Then, balancing himself as best he could, he struck 
the sleeping man on the head with a cane having a handle, 
one end of which was pointed. 

“The blow seemed to have had the desired effect, for 
Manton uttered no cry, made no move after the sharp 
steel had entered his skull. 

‘‘When the murderer found that his victim was dead, 
or the next thing to it, he crept over the sill of the air- 
shaft. : 

“But there was dust on the sill and the marks of th 
stockings were left upon it. 

“He dropped into the room as noiselessly as a cat, and 
deftly and coolly proceeded to rifle the pockets and other 
belongings of the murdered man. | 

“Having secured his booty, he went out of the room 
by the vestibule door, leaving it open. 

“Ais object in making this last move was to induce 
Mr. Colvin, when he returned from his wild-goose chase 
to Brooklyn, to enter, make the discovery of the murder, 
and thereafter compromise himself in some way. 

“The man who committed the crime wrote the forged 
telegram from Brooklyn. 

“Revenge and not robbery was the object of the murder. 

‘“Why do I think so? Because if robbery had been the 
only motive, there might have been no need of violence, 
for the plunder might have been secured without awak- 
ing the sleeping man, or by the use of chloroform. 

“And again, if Manton had been aroused by the move- 
ments of the burglar, he would not have been overcome 
without some sort of a struggle. 

“There were no signs of a struggle. 

“Every indication goes to prove that the assassin stood 
over the body of his victim, and carefully selected the 


pet 


——— 


spot where he should strike, and then, with unerring pre- 


through poor Manton’s skull. 

“Kevenge animated the heart and strengthened the 
arm of the murderer. 

“ Revenge for what? 

‘*Let us see. 


‘‘Manton was in love with a young lady living in Jersey 
City, a Miss Elkhart, cousin of Miss Swain, the fiancee, I 
take it, of young Colvin. 

“Who-among her other admirers would be likely to 
murderously resent the success of a rival ? 

“Not an American assuredly, for Americans take de- 
feats in love more philosophically. 

* A man in whose veins runs the hot, passionate blood 
of the Spaniard would be more likely to send a rival to 
his death. 


“Senor Manuel Delago is the man, or my deductions are 
without pith or point. 

“To make sure that I am right, I must see Miss Elkhart, 
of Jersey City, and the sooner the better.” 

After having attended the inquest, which took place 
that afternoon, and which resulted in a verdict that 
Manton came to his death at the hands of some persons 
unknown-to the jury, Nick, in the guise of a well-to-do 
business man, crossed the river, took the train and to- 
ward dusk found himself before the door of a neat cot- 
tage at the outskirts of Jersey City. | 

He was about to ring the bell, when the sound of voices 
from the front parlor—the windows were open on account 
of the sultriness of the weather—caused him to quickly 
drop his hand to his side. | 


The speakers were a man and a woman. 

The man’s voice he had heard before. 

It belonged to Senor Manuel Delago, 

“Tam sorry for you, Miss Elkhart,” he was saying, 
“very, very sorry; butif there can be any consolation in 
your distress it must come from the knowledge that the 
murderer has been discovered, and that his arrest will 
surely take place before the day is over.” 

Kavesdropping is a reprehensible practice, as a rule. 

But every rule has an exception, and Nick felt that the 
stern necessities of the case upon which he was engaged 
would warrant him in taking shelter under the exception 
in this instance. 

Therefore he listened a while longer. 

He could do so with safety, for he stood under a small 
vine-covered porch which sheltered him from view. 

And he believed that his presence at the house was un- 
known to any one within, for the path from the gate to 
the door was under an arched trellis, about which vines 
and climbing roses grew in thick profusion. 

Miss Elkhart’s answer to Delago’s speech surprised the 
detective. | 


‘‘T presume you refer to Edward Colvin. 
lieve that he killed Luther Manton.” 

The concealed detective could not see Delago, but he 
felt positive that the Cuban shrugged his shoulders at his 
fair hostess’ words. 

“T don’t wish any man ill,” he said; “but the evidence 
against Colvin is very strong.” 

“How do you know?” 

“The detective who bas charge of the case told me so.” 
“A detective in charge of the case?” muttered Nick 
under his breath. ‘Who the dickens can he be?” 

The next words of the Cuban enlightened him some- 
what. 

“Tt is not one of Byrnes’ men, but the head of a private 
agency.” 

“Engaged by whom ?” 

“By me.” 

“By you?” in marked surprise. 

“Ves. I thought best to hire a detective, and have the 
mystery of the murder cleared up at once.” 

“What induced you to take such an interest in the 
affair?” looking at him coldly and suspiciously. 

“The best reason in the world—I feared that I might 
be suspected of the crime.” 

Miss Elkhart said nothing to this statement, which was 
made in a cool, matter-of-fact manner. 


I do not be- 
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cision and steady, brutal nerve, sent the steel crashing 
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Nick had an idea that she was looking at him as if she 
would pierce the secrets of his inmost soul. 

“T engaged rooms at the house only the day before the 
tragedy,” he went on, “and my sleeping apartment is di- 
rectly under Manton’s.” 

He paused and gazed at her in such a strunge way that 
she lowered her eyes and looked confused. 

“T see suspicion in your countenance,” Delago pro- 
ceeded, but evidencing neither astonishment nor annoy- 
ance. “Pray don’t apologize”’—as she was about to open 
her lips—“ for I cannot find itin my heart to blame you, 
in view of all the circumstances.” 

: “Thank you,” she murmured, but without looking at 

im. 

“Manton and I were suitors for your hand, and it is but 
natural that many persons should suspect me of the mur- 
der, especially as his suit had been the successful one.” 

“Why do you tell me this?” she asked, in a hard, 
strained voice. 

“Because I am a truthful man, and because I wish to 
have no secrets from you.” 

“You are very kind.” 

There was sarcasm in her tones as she spoke. 

But her voice trembled, as she added : 

“Don’t say any more about the matter. I—I thought I 
vould bear up under this terrible blow, but I find I can- 
not.” 

She burst into tears, and Nick’s heart went out to her 
as he listened to her distressful moanings. 

Senor Delago tried to comfort her, but to no purpose. 

Then he rose and prepared to take his leave. , 

“T will not intrude again while you feel like this,” he 
said, and walked toward the little hall. 

é Nick was outof the yard before he opened the front 
oor. | 

No need for the detective to interview Miss Elkhart 
now. 

The conversation he had overheard had furnished him 
the information he was seeking »nd something besides. 

It had given him a higher opinion of the shrewdness 
and cunning of Senor Delago. 
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Nick did not shadow the Cuban, for he knew where he =. | 
could find him when wanted, but hurried back to New 7 r 
York. ee. 

Arrived at police headquarters, he was not surprised to he 
learn that Edward Colvin had been arrested and locked ee 
up for the murder. 

“The complaint had been sworn out by a private detec- PS te 
tive named Gadden, a fellow with a shady reputation,” — 
said Inspector Byrnes to Nick, “and as it was in the reguf © ey - 
lar form, an arrest, of course, had to be made. Bi 3 @ “ 

“What is the evidence against the young man ?” 5 

“It is both direct and circumstantial. 3 ee 1 

“One Manuel Delago is prepared to swear that he saw Lys ; 
Colvin coming out of Manton’s room after midnight—a ae 
few hours before the discovery of the murder. That is the ial 
direct evidence.” , 

“Why was not Delago brought before the coroner and mm, ,° 
sworn at the inquest?” a d 

“He was not subpoenaed, and he claims not to have g i h 
known that the inquest was set for this afternoon.” a ( 

“You have seen him lately, then ?” Ae 

“Yes. He called on me a few moments before your ar- Me 
rival here.” | fe 

“The fellow’s a deep one,” mused Nick. “His every bs é 
move seems to have been premeditated. Ae b 

“Tt’s queer he should have beaten me in from Jersey (a a 
City, and yet I don’t think he knew that I was in the an 
vicinity of Miss Elkhart’s residence, while he was talking be 
with her. | es 

“What is the circumstantial part of the case against 
Colvin?” he asked. | ae 

‘‘The discovery in the young man’s room of some of the ae i 
articles of jewelry stolen from Manton’s apartments.” by 

‘‘Then all the missing articles were not found ?” ta ( 

‘No, the diamond shirt stud did not turn up.” Am j 

“‘That’s strange.” im 

“Very,” said the inspector, with a peculiar smile. Dh ( 


‘It shows,” remarked Nick, “that the man who con- 
spired to put young Colvinin a hole has a weak spot in 
his armor, or he would never have retained the stud.” 
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“That’s my idea, Nick, and you must find this murder- “Just the man I want,” said his superior, as they shook 
ous conspirator, or the man who is in prison will standa hands. ‘ Where’s Patsy ?” 


good chance of getting his neck stretched.” “On the Bowery somewhere picking up points.” 

“TI will find him if he’s on top of earth,” returned Nick,| “Find him and bring him here as quickly as you can.” 
grimly. : Chick went out. 

Then he asked in his quick, abrupt way :: In half an hour he returned with Patsy. 

“Any more evidence ?” “Now, boys!” said the great detective, after he had 


“Yes—the most dangerous of all. A man who was Col-| stated the case to them as he understood it, “here’s work 
vin himself, or his exact counterpart, was seen coming, for all three of us. 
from Senor Delago’s room about half-past one o’clock on| “You, Chick, will station yourself at the corner of Fifth 
the night of the murder.” avenue and Thirteenth street, and when Senor Manuel 
Nick whistled. 'Delago comes out of the house where the murder took 
The affair was getting more complicated every moment. place, you will shadow him until he returns to Thirteenth 
street and hunts his bed.” i 


CHAPTER III. “All right. Shall I go, now” e 
A NIGHT OF STRANGE ADVENTURES. “Yes. It is nearly eight o’clock. He will probably 
: start out in the course of half an hour.” 
“Who saw Colvin come out of Delago’s room?" asked. «Where shall I report to you?” 
Nick of the inspector. “ Here.” 
“The landlady of the house, Mrs. Joyce.” “Tf you are gone, what then?” 
"she is a reputable woman. ‘“‘Lay any discoveries, if they be important ones, before 
She is, indeed. 'Inspector Byrnes.” 


“What caused her to be out of bed at that time of “Very well.” 


night?” : ae Chick went out, and Nick turned-to Patsy. 
“She was troubled with neuralgia and could not sleep,,; “You will enter Senor Delago’s room, No. 27, after he 


and was in the hall-way, walking up and downin an hag gone, and make a systematic search for a diamond 
agony of pain, when Colvin or his double stole out of| ghirt stud.” 


Delago’s sleeping apartment.” “All right, sir.” 
“Did the man, whoever he was, see her? **You know how to conduct operations so that no sus- 


“She does not think so. The moment she heard the picion of a search will arise in the mind of the occupant 
knob. of the door turn she glided quickly into her own of the room when he returns.” . 


room across the way. : i ‘Trust me, sir.” 
The hall was lighted up so that she could see theman —awayiat ig ayy. Report to Chick if I am not here.” 


distinctly.” ee 
“ And she is positive that it was Colvin?” Fe had gone, Nick remained for some 


sem ¥ OS.” : ; : t : Who was the double of Edward Colvin? 
“In what light did she view his presence in Delago’s With satanic cunning Senor Manuel Delago had 


room at that late hour ?” | 
“She did not speculate much about the matter then, for ety ates Wall ‘ethos Cre eee lee oe 
she had looked upon Colvin as a young man of good mor- whol . 


als, and high financial standing. “T believe,” cogitated the detective, “that if Delago had 


“But there was one thing that puzzled her. Colvin had not RAdWG Mire io : : 
jeg : ; . Joyce was in the hall and would certainly 
Delago’s cane in his hand when he came out of the Cuban’s observe the false Colvin when he came out, that he would 


room.” ‘ \have awakened her or some one of her lod b 
E gers by some 
“ What! the cane with the T handle? | means or other, in order that the fact might be testified ta 
: aoe Z | that Edward Colvin, with the fatal cane, was seen to come 


: : s : vs from the Cuban’s room ata time close upon the commis- 
: Nick Cen ie ae intensely interested in the inspec- aaa OF va anid oe: : p mis- 
a rice mee man had gone, Mrs. Joyce found that the ex- “And it is from no hate of Colvin that the meshes have 
citement of the last few moments had had the effect of been woven so closely about him, but to screen the real 
easing her neuralgia. murderer from the eyes of the law. | 
“Therefore she returned to bed, and though a little rest- “1 must find that double, and I must know what he did 
less, slept fairly well the rest of the night.” with the cane after leaving Delago’s room. : 5 
2 Why was she not called as a witness at the inquest?” Without a single clew to begin upon, Nick, in the Sulse 
“Because it never occurred to her to connect Colvin Of a water-front, tough, strolled down Broadway in the 
with the murder, nor to attach any importance to the visit hope that luck might put him on the trail of the man he 
of the young broker to Delago’s room until this private WS anxious to And. 3 
detective, Gadden, had called upon her, after the jury He was nearing Union square, when Senor Delage 


; ission to look into passed him, walking rapidly. 
eae de Steals Mebdioy ape asker Bee enoe easites| Behind him. at a discreet distance was Chick. 


“ And that’s all,” said the inspector, in conclusion. The latter said to Nick, but without looking at him as 
Nick now told his friend what discoveries he had made. |h® wentby: . ; 
“T had thought, up to the time of my arrival here this He’s got an important engagement to-night, but DIE 
evening,” he said, “that Senor Delago had acted alone, | Keep close to him. 


hat he had aconfeder-| “No fear that he’ll elude you, my boy.” 
but Mrs. Joyce’s statement shows that he ha confeder Bite ariint sever uni ea ge 


ate. % ° ” after his sigh 
; ght of Delago. 
x woe man who looked like Colvin? He walked on rapidly, and soon found himself on the 


Bowery. 


6 j ur opinion about the cane, Carter ?” 
ees es ee It might be several hours before Chick would be ready 


“T think it was the instrument of death.” 

“Wielded by Delago or the counterpart of the man in;to hand ina report. 
prison ?” _While waiting for his assistant to carry out the instruc- 

“T cannot say as yet. There is some sharp work to be tions given him Nick determined to walk down to the 
done before I can venture a positive opinion on the sub- river in the hope that his old time luck might favor him 
ject.” | in some way. : 

When Nick Jeft the inspector he went direct to the! He entered a South street dive just as the hour hand of 
Gilsey and found Chick awaiting him. | the dirty little clock over the bar pointed te nine. 

The great detective’s assistant had been out of New, After searching industriously in all his pockets he 
York for the past ten days, and had called at the Gilsey finally fished up a nickel from his shoe. pe 
for letters, not, however, expecting to see Nick. “Gimme a Chicago julep,” he said to the barkeeper, with 
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a swagger that bespoke thorough familiarity with the|out and got between the two men; “no monkey business 
part. in here. If yer dying for a scrap try der docks.” 
“A wot?” The sailors had arisen in the meantime, and were walk- 
“Chicago julep; see?” ing unsteadily toward the door. | 
“Naw, I don’t see. Dere’s no such t’ing, young feller.| ‘All right,” said the night-hawk, who was anxious to 
Wot you want is a Coney Island cocktail.” end the squabble in order that he might follow his in- 
“Wot’s that?” - | tended victims, “I’ll let de insult go for der present. But,” 
“A glass o’ water wid a fly in it.” | with a malevolent glance at Nick, ‘‘I’ll see you later.” 
“Soy !” “Can’t yer see me sooner ?” 
fe aay yerself.” “Naw. l’m busy to-night. Got an appointment at der 
‘Yer t’ink yer mighty spry wid yer lip, aoanit yer ?” Stuyvesant to dine wid de Dook of Albermale.” 
“T can get away wid a whole raft of such bums as you,| He hurried to the door and passed out. 
sister.” The sailors were but a short distance ahead and walking 
“Yer can, can yer?” in the direction of the Battery. 


The barkeeper, who was tougher looking if anything} Nick never liked to take a mean advantage of a man, 
than Nick, leaned over the bar and brought his snub nose| but on this occasion he believed that the end justified the 


in close proximity to Nick’s face. means. 
The disguised detective never budged an inch. The night-hawk was within a few paces of the two tars 
He was indulging in a little bit of play, and he knew! when he received a blow behind the ear which sent him 
just how far he could go with safety to himself. staggering forward with his brain in a whirl. 
“T ain’t no bum, and yer know it.”’ Nick’s fist shot out for the second time as a sleep pro- 
“How do I know it?” | ducer. 
“Didn’t yer see my blunt?” Fortunately the assault was not observed, and the de- 
Nick opened his hand and showed his nickel, then|tective, stepping over the unconscious form of the night- 
elosed it tightly again. hawk, approached the sailors quickly, whispered a few 


“Skuse me,” said the barkeeper, as he pulled back his| words of explanation and admonition in their ears, and 
head and made an obseyuious bow, “but I'didn’t know I|then retraced his steps to the saloon he had recently 


was pipin’ off a Vanderbilk. Soy.” quitted. 
“Spiel away, cully.” ' Aman plainly but neatly dressed was standing in front 
“ What d’yer say yer wanted ?” : | of the bar with an envelope in his hand. 
“ A Chicago julep.” As Nick entered he turned and gave the detective the 
“‘Can I make it?” benefit of a searching scrutiny. 
**Cert.” Apparently the result of his facial investigation was a 
“Wot is it, then, Georgey ?” satisfactory one, for he turned his back on the pseudo 
“Lake Michigan slush sweetened wid sand and stirred| tough, and resumed the conversation which Nick’s en- 
wid a cyclone.” \ trance had interrupted. 
“ Beer’s better.” sek : The envelope which he held in his hand was not sealed. 
“Den gimme de beer.” Taking a letter out of it he said that his wife, who lived 


Nick drank the beer which the barkeeper set out, and|in Boston, was in need of money, and that he intended to 
after wiping his mouth with his sleeve looked around the | send her five dollars by the first mai! which left in the 
low-ceilinged and ill-smelling establishment. morning. 

But very few patrons of the place were about. *“Wot’s all this ter me?” se the bankeuper in a 

A couple of sailors sat with nodding heads at a table. surly tone. 

Standing near them, and leaning against a beer barrel| “This much. You have it in your power to do me a 


was one of the night-hawks of that quarter. favor without putting yourself out a particle.” 
His eyes were fixed on the two tars, and Nick easily} “I have, have I? Well, what is der favor ?” 
guessed what his designs were. ‘Let me explain a little, and then I will tell you. 
He determined to have a little fun with the fellow and} “My wife, as I said before, is ill, and in urgent need of 
at the same time prevent the robbery of the sailors. money. The post-office has closed for the night, and so 
Walking up to the night-hawk Nick greeted him with | I’ve got to put the coin in a letter and let it go that way.” 
the offensive remark : ‘““You’ve got my permission, young feller, if that’s wot 
“If I had yer over in Brooklyn I’d wipe der floor wid | yer waiting fer.” 
yer; see?” : “Thank you, but I want something else.” 
“Wot?” “Spit it out.” 
The bird of prey straightened up, his hands clinched,|} “I want to exchange five dollars in silver for a five- 
and his little eyes shot fire. dollar gold piece. J can’t put the silver in a letter, but 


“If you’s der bloke wot rung in a cold deck on me brud-| the gold will go in all right.” 
der Jack, den I say again, see, dat I’ll chew yer ear for| There was suspicion in the barkeeper’ s eyes when the 


yer.” man made his proposition, 
“Whose ear did you say you’d chew 2?” He said nothing, but waited for the other to produce his 
“Ax our ear : silver. 
“Who’s your brudder Jack ?” | When five dollars were planked down on the counter 
“He’s me sister’s brudder, John; see?” his suspicions began to vanish. 
“‘T got a-good mind, young feller, ter hit yera smack in| After testing each coin separately, by a process that 
der jaw for luck.” : was satisfactory to himself, all his doubts left him. 
"Wot tor?” He swept the silver into the till, and put a five-dollar 
“Wer bein ’too fly fer yer helt’; see?” gold piece into the man’s hand. 
ae a you’s der snipe what double-banked me brudder| The recipient rung it on the counter, bit it, and “hefted” 
Jack—— it, then, satisfied that it was all right, busied himself 
“Yer hain’t got no brudder Jack. You’re a Miss Nancy, about the letter. 
and you’re trying ter work a cold bluff ontome. ButI’m| The barkeeper saw him place the piece of money in the 
dead onto you, Hiram, and I’ll twis’ de nose off’n yer in/|letter, saw him put the letter in the envelope, and saw 
about a minute if you don’t take a tumble and slide.” him seal it. 
s Soy.” 3 The man started for the door, got half way there, then 
Oh, give us arest. You make me ongwee.”’ stopped suddenly, and gave utterance to-an ejaculation of 
Nick struck the table with his fist with such force that | annoyance. 
the two sailors started up wide awake. “Confound it, why didn’t I think of it before ?” 


“Der bloke wot says I’m a Miss Nancy is no good; see?} Nick was now seated at the table which the two sailors 
Put up yer dukes and I’ll go yer one to show dat I’m no had vacated. 
alouch if I do live across de river.” | He was vastly int ested in the little comedy that was 
“Here, here,” éxclaimed the barkeeper, as he rushed being played before ..:s eyes. 
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keeper. 

“Think of a commission I’ve got to execute before I can 
send that money.” 

*'W ot yer givin’ me now 2” 

An uncomfortable suspicion that all was not right be- 
gan to seize upon the dispenser of vile liquors. 

He was as sharp as they make ’em in South street, but 
he could not tell in the present instance just how he was 
being deceived, if deception was on the programme. 

Nick pretended to be paying no attention to the scene. 

In reply to the barkeeper’s question the man said, 
earnestly : 

__ “T’'m not giving you anything that an honest man may 
find fault with.” 

“Glad ter hear it.” 

“I am annoyed at the situation in which I find myself. 
All the money I have in the world is in that letter, and 
now I’ve got the gold piece I hate to break it.” 

The barkeeper yawned. 
He was becoming weary. 

~ the man kept on with a smooth, pleasant voice. 

He evidently knew what he was about. 

“I know what I’) do,” he said, suddenly, and in a tone 
of relief ; “I'll leave the letter with the fiver in it with 
you, and take the silver again. I have got to lay out a 
dollar to-night, but I know where I can pick it up again, 

» and I’ll be around and return the silver, and get the letter 
gain inside of an hour. You’ll be open up to midnight, 
_ won’t you?” he asked, anxiously. 

“Yes.” 

“Good. Then I’ll get the letter off all right, and my 
wife won’t be put to any inconvenience on my account. 
Thank you, ever so much obliged,” the man exclaimed, in 
a voice tremulous with feeling. “I'll hurry right off now, 
so | won’t miss seeing you before midnight.” 

The barkeeper had given up the five silver dolars, and 
now held in his hand the letter containing the gold piece. 
. Nick walked up quickly as he was turning it over in his 

and. 


“Don’t feel as heavy as gold, eh, rocksey ?” 

“No, it don’t.” 

The barkeeper was beginning to ‘‘smell a mice.” 

_“T know the trick,” spoke Nick, in his natural tones. 
“Here, give me the letter, and take this genuine five-dol- 
lar piece for it.” : 

*'Who are you?” 

“Your friend.” 

“Rats.” : 

“T am, for you’ve been cheated, and I am going to make 

ou even on the game. Quick, take the money, and give 
me the letter.” 

There was a ring of menace in Nick’s voice. 

The barkeeper handed over the letter, and took the 
fiver. 

Nick put the letter in his pocket without examination, 
and then started for the door. 

His talk with the barkeeper had occupied but a few 
moments. 

When he reached the sidewalk he looked up and down 
the street, and to his joy saw that his man was but half a 
block ahead of him. 
oe He was shadowed to a cheap restaurant on the Bowery. 
a While the fellow was occupied with his dinner Nick out- 
a oS side coolly tore open the envelope he had bought of the 
barkeeper. o) 

A small coin dropped into his hand as he took out the 
letter. , 

It was not a five-dollar gold piece. 

Just a nickel and nothing else. 

The liquor dispenser of South street would have been 
made the victim of a clever swindle but for the detective’s 


generosity. 


f 


‘oe dre 


fixed Nick’s attention in the saloon; it was a discovery 


face. 


Colvin. 
And this resemblance might easily be rendered more 
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“Why didn’t yer think o’ wot?” interrogated the bar-|striking if it were desired that a fraud should be perpe- 


that the detective made when he looked the man in the. 
/roomers. 
The swindler bore a remarkable resemblance to Edward ! 


trated. 

“This, then,” reasoned the detective, “may be the man 
who left Senor Manuel Delago’s room last night, having 
in his possession the cane which did the murder.” 

The fellow was a stranger to Nick, but the way he 


spb and acted showed that he was no stranger to New 
ork. 


He had probably been absent from the metropolis for a 
number of years. 

When he came out of the restaurant he walked swiftly 
down to Second avenue, boarded a car of the elevated 
railroad, and rode out to East Twenty-third street. 

Nick, attired as a German immigrant, was a passenger 
on the same ear. . 

The fellow’s face as he sat in his seat exhibited neither 
nervousness nor fear. 

On the contrary, the expression was one of eager hope- 
fulness. | | 

When he left the car he proceeded slowly toward the 
water. 

He was within half a block of Greenpoint ferry when 
he stopped in his walk, and with his chin in his hand 
appeared to be considering something of importance. 

Nick brushed by him, and turned the corner into Ave- 
nue A. 


But the detective did not continue down the avenue. 

He simply dodged out of sight. 

The envelope swindler never moved in his tracks for 
five minutes. 

Nick was becoming impatient, when he saw a man 
hasten toward his quarry fromthe direction of the ferry. 

The detective squeezed himself into a convenient door- 
way as the man passed the corner. 

The street light disclosed his features plainly. 

it was Senor Manuel Delago. 

Then Chick must be somewhere in the neighborhood. 

And the engagement which the Cuban had for that 
evening must be with the man who s0 strongly resembled 
Edward Colvin. 

Nick was not near enough to hear what Delago said to 
the man, but he noted with satisfaction that they went off 
together. 


The detective followed them until by many turns and 
twists they reached the west side, and disappeared into a 
dilapidated tenement-house on the river front, in a local- 
ity frequented by wharf rats, thieves, and cut-throats and 
all the confraternity of rascals who do business along . 
the North River. 

Nick saw them start to climb the dark, narrow, wooden 
stairs, and the moment the door closed behind them his 
hand was on the knob, 

When his ears told him that the two men had reached 
the first landing he softly entered and removed his shoes, 
putting one in each of the side pockets of the peculiarly 
constructed coat which he wore in his character of the 
man from Germany. 

Nick knew the house well. » 

It was supposed to be unoccupied, and was a tenement 
affair, of four stories, and back of it was another house of 
exactly the same shape and size. 

A little court paved with blue flags was located between 
the two buildings. 

Nick shadowed Delago and his companion until the pair 
entered a room in the second story, one whose windows 
opened on the court. . 

The first impulse of the great detective was to listen at 
the door. | | 

But he changed his mind at the first. words that reached 
his ear. Pa 

“Don’t shut the window, Sharkey, for it’s hot enough 
as it is to roast a saint.” 

The window, Nick now remembered, opened onto a 


But it was not the perpetration of the swindie that had | fire-escape landing. 


These landings in times past had been generally occu- 
pied with different goods, according to the tastes of the 


Gliding along a corridor leading to the rear Nick pres- 
ently found himself at the top of the steps that led down 
to the court. ) ft 
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ft PriGeee ok ap ce mee Ft eee 
es ‘To his satisfaction he found that he could reach the bal-| will depart from this room and go straight to the bedroom 
/ wony in front of the room that held the two conspirators. | I formerly occupied at the Albemarle.’ 


An old mattress was flung across the rail of the balcony, 


and swinging himself up noiselessly Nick erawled under 


it, and awaited developments. 

The occupants of the room presently brought their 
chairs to the window, and their conversation was carried 
on within a few feet of Nick’s head. ; 

What he heard interested him exceedingly. 


CHAPTER IV. 
NICK HOLDS THE TRUMPS. 
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“T understand.” 

“There is the key which will fit the doorif you find it 
locked.” Rel anes 

Sharkey took the key and put it In his pocket. , 

“Tf the room has an occupant—a fact which can be de- 
termined by listening at the keyhole—you must use all 
your skill and caution in making an entrance.” 

“Unless the occupant is awake he shall not hear me.” 

“ And if you find him awake you must hold off until you 
find him asleep.” 

“Very well.” 

“Once inside the room go noiselessly to the closet which 


As yet the room:in which Senor Delago and his compan-|is carpeted. and in the north-west corner pull up the 


ion were sitting had not been lighted up. 

Had it not been for the cover afforded by the semi-dark- 
ness Nick Carter would not have been able to have se- 
cured his coign of vantage under the mattress. _. 

The men at the window were smoking, and their talk 
was carried on between pufis. 


carpet. Do you follow me?” 
6b Yes. ” 
“A few inches under the carpet your hand will touch a 
gmall article wrapped in tissue paper.” 
“Yes, yes.” 
“Put it in your pocket, then leave the room and come 


The envelope swindler, he who had been addressed as| to me here as quick as your legs will let you.” 


Sharkey, opened the ball. 

“J wish you wouldn’t insist on my going up there,” he 
said, in a tone of entreaty, such asa slave might use to 
his master. 

Nick pricked up his ears. 

“The job must be done,” returned his companion, 
firmiy, “and you are the man to do it.” 

Sharkey sighed, and twisted nervously in his chair. 

“T feel shaky to-night,” he said, imploringly, “and I’m 


‘Trust me for not loitering.” 

“Then go at once.” 

Sharkey rose, and walked slowly from the room. 

Nick heard him descend the rickety stairs, and heard 
the lower door close after him. 

He had gone to secure the diamond shirt stud stolen 
from the body of the murdered Manton beyond the shadow 
of a doubt. 

If Nick could pounce upon Delago when he had this 


afraid one of my spells will come on, or else I'll act so as | damning evidence of guilt in his possession and afterward 
to excite suspicion and have the clerk after me so sure / secure certain evidence from the weak tool Sharkey, the 


as I go up there.” 


door of Colvin’s prison must soon unlock to restore him 


“ Pghaw !” returned the Cuban, impatiently. “You are|to the world a free man. 


borrowing trouble. It has been a long time. since you 


Delago rose from his chair when he found himself alone, 


made a public show of yourself. I am not afraid to trust |and began to pace up and down the room. 


you. Here, take a stiff horn of brandy before you start, 
and you’ll be all right.” 


Nick was revolving in his mind a plan for overcoming 
the villain when the proper time should arrive, when he 


“You don’t seem to appreciate the risk I run,” rejoined | heard the Cuban say to himself : 


Sharkey, with deep earnestness. “‘If I should meet with 


“Tam hot and nervous; I believe I will take a walk to 


one of my—my accidents, and fall into the hands of the| cool off.” 


policé they would be sure to connect me with that other 
affair.” 
“Connect nothing,” rejoined the Cuban, roughly. 


He started for the door upon the words with the inten- 
tion of seeking the stivv.. 
But this movement was opposed to the detective’s pro- 


“Here, drink this, and put some sense and courage into| gramme. 


your veins.” 
He passed a brandy flask to the envelope swindler. 


Nick determined to prevent it. | 
In a flash he was from under the mattress and in the 


The latter drank deeply, and then said, as he smacked | room. 


his lips: 


Delago had opened the door, but at the noise made by 


“ Nothing like a diop of the old stuff to scatter the mists | the detective turned suddenly and drew a long, shar 


from a man’s brain.” 

“ Have another drink,” urged Delago. 

Sharkey drank again. ae 

The concealed detective wondered what thé men were 
talking about. 

And what was the danger that Sharkey feared ? 

One thing was evident. The envelope swindler was a 
man of weak will, and it had been easily dominated by 
the strong, cruel will of the Cuban. 

The latter undoubtedly‘ exercised some mysterious 
power over Sharkey. 

The great detective resolved that he would learn what 
that power was before many hours had passed over his 
head. 

He felt sure that the peculiar relationship between the 


‘twv men would furnish the true explanation of the mur- 


der of Luther Manton. 

“This merciless Cuban,” reasoned Nick, ‘‘has some ter- 
rible hold on Sharkey, so terrible that at Delago’s com- 
mand he stole into Manton’s bedroom and slew the sleep- 
ing man with the T-handled cane which his murderous 
master had placed in his hand for the purpose. The 
instigator of the murder, then, is Delago, as I had at first 
supposed, and though the physical act was performed by 


another the Cuban must bear the burden of guilt.” 


_Nick’s reflections were cut short by the voice of the 
greater villain. 

“You are prepared to obey me, are you not?” 

“Yes. I feel better now, and I will try to make it.” 
‘““Very well. And now listen to my instructions. You 


knife from the inner pocket of his coat. 

Nick bounded forward at the moment the villain’s knife 
was raised. 

With his right hand he caught Delago’s wrist, and pre- 
vented the murderous down stroke. 

At the same time his left shot out, and the Cuban re- 
ceived a resounding blow under the ear. 

Delago dropped the knife and spun round like a top. 

Nick was about to fetch him a right-hander when his 
foot caught in a hole in the apology for a carpet that cov- 
aie: the floor, and he came down heavily at the Cuban’s 

eet. 

Instantly the villain threw himself upon his foe. 

He was without a weapon, for the darkness prevented 
him from seeing the knife, but his hands were long and 
sinewy, and well calculated to do murderous duty when 
occasion required. 

He jumped on the prostrate detective, and twined his 
fingers about Nick’s throat. 

If the Little Giant had been an ordinary man there 
could have been but one outcome to the struggle. 

But Nick Carter was not an ordinary man. 

He was a superb wrestler as well as a shoulder-hitter of 
strength and science. 

Delago’s fingers no sooner touched his throat than he 
threw his head back with surprising suddenness and 
force, striking the Cuban squarely in the mouth. 

Some of the villain’s teeth were loosened and his jaw 
was nearly dislocated by the collision. 

At the same instant that Nick made uge of his head ag 
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a weapon of offense he twisted from under his antagonist. 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


and then dug his knuckles into the delicate spot in the | 


ene anatomy where he was supposed to store his 
wind. 
he villain gasped for breath, and his hands fell to his 
side. . 
Now was Nick’s opportunity. 
Leaping upon the disgruntled villain he planted his 
knees in Delago’s chest, and gripped him by the windpipe. 
“Do you think you are in a condition to listen to rea- 


son ?” was the stern interrogation. 


An affimative gurgle was the response. 

Nick released one hand in order that he might search 
Delago’s person for weapons. 

He found none. 

Then he reached out and recovered the knife, which was 
close at hand on the floor. 

“Now, Senor Manuel Delago,” came the menacing whis- 
per, “Iam going to ease up on your jugular, but I warn 
you that if you open your mouth tocry out an alarm I 


Another chuckle from the Cuban. 

An alarming suspicion crept into Nick’s mind. 

“What man do you refer to?” he sternly asked. 

“T refuse to answer.” 

‘Not the man who left here half an hour ago ¢” 

“Why certainly not.” 

The detective’s face paled. 

“He means Chick,” he thought, “and some misfortune 
must have happened to the brave fellow.” _ 

“What have you done to my assistant?” he demanded, 
savagely, and his fingers once more approached the 
Cuban’s throat. 

“Your assistant? What do you mean?” 

“T’ll show you what I meanif you don’t answer. What . 
have you done to Chick ?” 

The villain laughed in spite of the pressure that began 
to be exerted in the region of his windpipe. 

At this moment a creaking on the stairs was heard. 

Sharkey was returning from his visit to the Albemarle. 

With the hissing command, “you’re a dead manif you 


will kill you with no more compunction than if I had a/utter a cry or make a move that will betray my pres- 


venomous snake to deal with.” 
“Who are you?” gasped the Cuban, 
his voice. 
“ Never mind who I am.” 
“Are you a detective?” 
74 Yes. 99 
“What do you want ofme? I have done nothing.” 
Delago’s tone belied his words. | 
it was tremulous, and wanted confidence. 
He was a coward as well as a brute. 


when he could find 


ence,” Nick dragged his victim to a closet in the corner, 
and had safely closed the door upon him, when Sharkey 
entered the room from the hall. 

The outlines of his figure could be seen, but that was 
all. eee 


Nick walked calmly to the chair by the window, and sat 
down. 

In this.position he faced the closet where he had thrust 
Delago. 

Sharkey advanced toward the window with a quick 


Nick Carter’s bold actions and speech had awed him for | step, but stopped suddenly when half-way across the floor. 


the moment. 

But his cunning would presently come into play, and 
Nick knew it. 

“T have not accused you of anything, have I?” answered 
the detective. 

“No, and yet your assault on me needs explanation.” 

“ And so does your presence in this house. It is not pos- 
sible that your studio is located here, is it?” 

The Cuban made no reply. 

“TI assaulted you,” continued Nick, whose knees were 
still resting on his quarry’s chest, much to that individ- 
ual’s inconvenience, “because I desired to ask you a few 
pertinent questions before you left the room, and I feared 
that if I allowed you to reach the street» you might refuse 
to answer them and run away.” 

“What in Satan’s name are you driving at?” 


When this question was asked Nick resolved upon a 
. bold play. 


“T am driving at you,” he said, sternly. 

“Out with it. What am I charged with ?” 

“Murder.” 

Delago gave vent to a harsh laugh. 

“T suspected as much. But you’re off your nut, old 
man.” 

“T guess not.” 

“T never murdered Manton.” 

“You'll have to convince a jury that you were not the 
prime mover in that affair.” 

““What’s your evidence against me ?” 

‘“You’ll know when you are placed on trial.” 

“Oh, come now, this is nonsense. Colvin will be con- 
victed, and that will end the matter.” 

“He will not be convicted.” 

‘‘And why not?” 

“ Because he will never be placed on trial.” 

“What will set him free, I would like to know?” | 

‘“My evidence and the evidence of one other man, who 
will be here presently.” 

Delago began to chuckle. eo me 

Nick wondered what caused such a change in his spirits. 

His bravado of a moment before had been assumed. 

But this ebullition of joy was the real article. 

“Tf your man doesn’t ever turn up, your case won’t be 
worth much, I take it.” __ 

The detective’s wonderment increased. 
But he answered, quietly : 
“The case would be damaged certainly. But don’t hug 


. the flattering unction to your soul that the man won’t 


geome. He will.” 3 
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At that moment Nick noticed that the closet door was 
partially open. 

But the Cuban had not yet dared to show his head. 

He was without weapons, and he was opposed to a man 
who was bold and determined and undoubtedly well 
armed. 

From the closet Nick’s eyes turned to the envelope 
swindler. | 3 


The reason for that individual’s pause in the middle of 
the room was quickly furnished. 

He began to shake, and his teeth to chatter asif he 
were afflicted with the St. Vitus’ dance, and soon, with 
a series of gurgling moans he fell to the floor, and con- 
torted his body and waved his arms wildly, at the same 
time uttering the most frightful cries. 

- Nick knew at once what was the matter with the fellow. 
- He was troubled with epilepsy, and was in the throes of 


a fit. 


As the great detective was about to spring forward to 
Sharkey’s side for. the purpose of tearing off his collar 
and loosening the shirt about the throat, the head of 
Senor Delago showed itself. 

At the same moment the moon suddenly burst from be- 
hind a cloud, and flooded the room with light. 

“Back!” hissed the detective, as he pointed his revol- 
ver at the Cuban, ‘‘or [ll bore a hole in you.” 

A muttered curse and the head disappeared. 

Nick dropped on his knees beside the envelope swindler 
to find that his aid would not be required. 

The convulsions had ceased, and Sharkey’s body was 
quivering gently, while his breathing was becoming more 
and more regular with every moment. 

Soon he opened his eyes, and glanced up at the detec- 
tive. 


There was a scared look on his face, and his lips moved, 
but no sound issued from them. 

‘“Give me the article you brought from the Albemarle,” 
said Nick, sternly. 

The fellow hesitated, and turned his blood-shot eyes 
about in search of his master. 

“Quick, hand it over.” 

The command was backed up by the pressure of the 
cold muzzle of a pistol against the epileptic’s temple. 

“Beware!” came in a hissing whisper from the closet. 

Sharkey trembled like a leaf. 

He was between two horns of a terrible dilemma. 

“Pay no attention to Senor Delago,” said Nick, authori- 
tatively, “for he is in my power and can’t harm you.” 


oe 


Sharkey, with a groanof despair, held up his right 
hand and opened it. 

It contained a small tissue paper parcel. 

The detective was about to take it, when the Cuban 
rushed from the closet and snatched it just as it was leav- 
ing Sharkey’s hand. 

Then, throwing the parcel on the floor, he stamped on it 
with his feet, and sought to crush ‘it beyond recognition 
or repair. 

Nick had not anticipated such a movement on the part 
of the enemy. 

Me had expected that Delago would make an effort to 
obtain the parcel, and he was willing that it should go 
into the villain’s possession. 

Until it did so, its value as evidence in the case against 
him would be unimportant. 

But he had not calculated upon its sudden destruction. 

The act resulted in disastrous consequences to the per- 
petrator. 

Enraged at the loss of the evidence, Nick let go with 
both hands before the Cuban could make any sort of de- 
fense. 

The villain was knocked out, and tumbled in a bruised 


and bloody heap into the closet in less time than it takes 


to tell it. 
- Then the door was closed upon him, and the key turned 
in the lock. 

Sharkey had not moved during these proceedings. 

But as Nick started from the closet the situation dawned 
on him, and, springing to his feet, he started for the door. 

6 Stop 17 

At the stern command Sharkey halted. 

“Come here and sit down.” 

Nick had his revolver out, and the way he handled it 
made the man quickly obey. — 

He walked to the window, and sat down in one of the 
chairs. 

The Little Giant took the other and faced hima. 

“Now,” said he, “we will have a little explanation. I 
am a detective, and I have got you and your employer, 
Senor Delago, dead to rights.” 

‘“Who—who are you?” ejaculated the fear-stricken 
wretch. | 

“Nick Carter.” 

“Oh, Lord, I’m done for, then.” 

Sharkey made a gesture ‘of despair. 

Nick regarded him with cool satisfaction. 


CHAPTER V. 
THE CUBAN TAKES A TRICK. 


“Now,” said the great detective, “we will talk business. 
You know, of course, that you are liable at this moment 
to be arrested for an atrocious murder.” 

The fellow trembled and hung his head. 

“Your situation is a desperate one,’ Nick went on, 
coldly; “but you may save your neck by telling the 
truth.” 

“T dare not.” 

“What have you to fear?” 

“JT can’t tell you.” 

“The Cuban has you in his power for some other crime, 
is not that if?” 

Sharkey looked at Nick in speechless amazement. 

‘‘Who told you that?” he gasped. 

“Noone. I guessed it.” 

“Then guess the rest,” the fellow returned, as he shut 
his lips tightly. 

“T will,” said Nick, coolly and confidently. “ You have 
committed another murder besides that of Thirteenth 
street.” 

The envelope swindler glared wildly at the detective for 
a moment, and then began to shake as if with the palsy. 

Nick feared that another fit was imminent, 

‘‘Here, drink this, quick,” he said, as he put the mouth 
of a flask to the poor wretch’s lips. 

In a few moments Sharkey was himself again, 

“Now,” said the great detective, “you must confess | 
everything, tell the truth about all your transactions and 
relations with the Cuban, and let me judge whether you ' 
are beyond the pale of mercy or not.” 
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‘Ig he—Delago—fixed so that he can’t interrupt us or— 
or hurt me?” the fellow asked, with a frightened glance 
in the direction of the closet. 

‘‘He is locked in, and I have the key in my pocket. Be- 
sides he is unarmed. Have no fears; [ will protect you.” 

Sharkey drew a long breath. 

“T will tell everything,” he said, “and I don’t care if it 
does hang me.” 

‘‘That’s the way to talk,” returned Nick, encouragingly. 

“T’ll tell you what his hold over me is before I speak of 
the other matters,” the envelope swindler began. “Two 
years ago I went to a quack doctor in Jersey City to be 
treated for epilepsy. I didn’t know he was a fraud, then ; 
I learned all about him after. 

“This Delago was the pretended doctor’s chum, and 
was in the office frequently while my treatment was 
going on. 

“ When I started in to follow the quack’s instructions, 
I had a thousand dollars in bank-notes. Where I got 
them does not matter. After a month’s treatment the fits, 
instead of having been stopped, had increased in fre- 
quency and violence, and my money was all gone. Then 


it was that the hound of a quack turned me from his 


office. 

“Thad a fitin front of hisdoor. Delago was present 
and had me carried away. When I recovered I went back 
to the office. lt was after dark, but the scoundrel who 
had robbed and deceived me was in and alone. I de- 
manded the return of the thousand dollars. He laughed 
in my face, and when I cursed him for a villain and a 
cheat, he sprang forward and struck me in the face. 

“That blow maddened me. My knife was out in a 
twinkling, and was buried deep in his breast. He fell to 
the floor dead. 

“As Iwas stooping over him, horror-stricken at what 
I had done, Delago opened the door softly and camein. I 
sprang up, knife in hand, and confronted him. ‘Don’t 
be afraid of me,’ said he, in that smooth, coo] tone of his, 
‘for I won’t give youaway.’ Nor did he, but ever-since 
that awful occurrence he has held a sword over my head, 
for the secret of the murder of the quack doctor has never 
been discovered.” 

Sharkey paused for a moment to wipe the perspiration 
from his brow. - 

Nick now proposed to ask such questions as would lead 
up to the murder on Thirteenth street. 

“Did you go to the Cuban’s room in Mrs. Joyce’s lodg- 
ing-house last night?” was his first query. 

66 Yes. 9 

“At what time did you go there?” 

“Before midnight.” 

“Was Delago there when you arrived ?” 

6¢ Yes. 9 

“What did he want of you?” 

‘“‘He wanted me to make some inquiries about the for- 
tune of a young lady over in Jersey City.” 

‘‘Did you learn the young lady’s S name?” 

66 Yes. 99 

“What was it?” 

“Florence Klkhart.” 

“What other business had he with you last night?” 

The weak-minded wretch hesitated. 

“I thought you said you would tell everything,” 
marked Nick, quietly. 

“So I did, ” Sharkey suddenly burst out, “and I am 
willing to go to any length to see this fiend of a Delago 
punished. Curse him, I say, for a false and cunning 
hound.” 

Nick nodded his head approvingly. 

The indignation of the envelope swindler was just in 
the line with his desires. \ 

With Sharkey for an ally, a case might: easily be 
worked up against the arch-villain in the closet. 

If that parcel from the Albemarle had not been crushed 
under foot, the campaign against Delago might be speedily 
brought to a successful conclusion. 

The moonlight shone on the flattened parcel, with its 
tissue paper covering, and after making an appropriate’ 
response to Sharkey’s indignant explosion, Nick arose 
‘from his chair and picked the parcel up. 

Returning to his seat, he opened it, expecting to find 
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the diamond intact, but the setting smashed and _ irre- 
trievably ruined. 3 

To his unbounded amazement the contents of the parcel 
proved to-be something else. 

It had never contained a diamond shirt stud. 

What the moonlight disclosed to Nick’s eyes was a 
crushed collar-button of brags. 

Nothing less and nothing more. 

A trick had been played. 

Who had played it? 

Not Senor Manuel Delago, for it would be absurd to 
suppose that he had set any store upon a brass collar- 
button. 

To Nick’s mind the conclusion had been and was irre- 
sistible that Delago had placed the incriminating diamond 
stud under the carpet of the closet in the Albemarle, and 
had sent Sharkey there for it. 

Some one had discovered the spot, taken out the parcel, 
and put another in its place before the arrival at the room 
of the arch-villain’s messenger. 

Who could it be? 

And what could be his purpose ? 

A noise from the closet caused Nick to cease his specu- 
lations. 

Delago was kicking against the door. 

Soon came these words in a muffled voice: 

‘‘Let me out of here, if you want to save Chick.” 

Chick ! 

The name was an open sesame, and Nick at once jumped 


oo his feet, and quickly unlocked the door. 


“You needn’t come out,” he said, as Delago attempted 
to pass him. “Do your talking inside, if you please.” 

“Very well,” surlily. “I'll stay here. But you’ll be 
mighty glad to let me out soon.” 

Nick disregarded the words and the tone in which they 
were uttered. 

“ Where is Chick?” he quickly demanded. 

“He’s in a hole.” 

“Explain, or it will be the worse for you.” 

“He’s drugged and unconscious ina boat under the 
docks not far from Bellevue Hospital.” 
“You lie t” 
The door burst open, and Chick himself sprang into the 


room. 
The appearance of his faithful assistant so astonished 


the great detective that for the moment he had no et tied 


for the villain in the closet door-way. 
That moment was Delago’s opportunity. 
He saw Nick start and turn his head, and then he acted. 
Flinging the door open wide he suddenly leaped out, 
and made for the window. | 


| 


) Sharkey, who was between him and that point, tried to 
t 


op him, but a well-directed blow sent the envelope 
swindler into the arms of Chick. 

The Cuban was on the balcony outside preparing to 
drop to the flags below when a pistol-shot rang out and he 
uttered a scream of agony. eee 

Nick and Chick rushed to the balcony on the heels of 


the report. 


thud, as if some heavy body had struck the flags. 
Looking over they saw their quarry lying prostrate, 
face downward. ; 


Was he dead ? 
It would take but a moment to solve the question. 


Whispering a few words into Chick’s ear, Nick swung 
himself over the balcony and dropped downward. 

At the same moment Chick brushed past Sharkey, who 
was rising unsteadily to his feet, opened the door, reached 
the stairs, and went down them, four steps at a time. 

As his feet struck thedower landing, Nick was entering 
the building from the rear in a state of mind that was the 
reverse of agreeable. 

He had reached the flags of the court expecting to find 
the Cuban lying where he had seen him but a moment be- 
fore, and either dead or seriously wounded. 

Imagine his surprise and disgust when he found that 
Delago was nowhere to be seen. : 

The slippery villain had been shamming. 

Nick and Chick met in the long, narrow hall, running 


from front to rear. 
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As they reached it their ears were saluted with a heavy 


I ep nw ae 


Bane. rut ska ty 
pers RAE Sia age etanN Gs Te ite Wag en hat hanes Megane a St Ts 
OMieiGSa fohen Ate a ears. 


But toolate. 
The bird had flown. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE CUBAN TAKES HIS REVENGE. 


The two detectives gave up the search at last, and re- 
turned to the room where they had left Sharkey. 

He was still there. 7 

But little time was spent in the room. 

There was work to be done before the night ended. 

A bare possibility existed that Delago might seek his 
room in Mrs. Joyce’s house, before hunting a secure 
hiding-place. 

Chick, who was young and fleet footed, was sent to the 
Bee with instructions to keep a watch over ié until day- 

ight. 

Before he started, he hurriedly recounted his adven- 
tures since his parting with his chief at the Gilsey House. 

He had shadowed Delago to Greenpoint, where the vil- 
lain had met and had aiong conversation with a vailed 
woman. 

Chick got near enough to bear the Cuban say that he 
must have the powder by to-morrow night, or it would be 
too late, as the party he wanted to try it on was going 
away. 

“She is yours, if you can get her to take it,” was the 
woman’s reply. 

oo they separated, Chick followed the Cuban to New 
ork. 

They had left. the ferry-boat, and were walking down 
the wharf, Chick a few feet behind his quarry, when some 
one called out in a cheery voice: 

“Hello, Chick, old fell, what’s in the wind ?” | 

At the disclosure of the identity of the man behind him, 
Senor Delago turned pale. 

Chick, the detective, was not following him without a 
purpose. 

And what that purpose was he could readily conjecture. 

Chick’s acquaintance did not open his mouth again, for 
the raising of a warning finger and a scowl which looked 
ferocious in the glare of the artificial lights, made him 
drop his head and hasten away. | 

The shadower and the shadowed were about to leave the 
wharf for the street. 

Suddenly, and when they were not three feet apart, the 
Cuban wheeled swiftly and struck at Chick with a club- 
bed revolver. 

With his head buzzing from the effect of the blow, 
Nick’s assistant staggered back toward the water. . 

Before he could recover himself, Delago had pushed 
him with murderons force into the cold waters of the 


East River. 


The act had been observed by one of the night-hawks — 


that infest that region when the sun goes down. 

He had been sitting on the wharf with his back against 
a post when Chick made his involuntary plunge. 

Arising quickly to his feet, he confronted the Cuban be- 
fore the villain could slink away. 

“Put up,” was the hoarse request uttered in a half- 
whisper, “or I’ll have the coppers onto you quicker’n you 
can wink your eye.” 

Delago thrust a gold piece into his hand, and then was 
about to move away when a sudden thought struck him. 

“Here, my friend,” he said, in a low tone, “I'll give 
you a hundred-dollar bill if you’ll finish this job for me.” 

“Wait for him when he comes out of the water, if he 
ever does, and then give it to him between the ribs, eh ?” 

‘Ves, that’s it.” 

‘‘Produce the sugar.” 

The Cuban extracted a bill from his pocket-book, and 
put it into the night-hawk’s hand. 

“How do I know that Ican depend on you,” he asked, 
as he tried to read the brutal visage of the bird of prey. 
| “Tf you’ll agree to make it another hundred, I’ll bring 

the proof to you that the jobisdone. Will you wait, or 
shall I call at your mansion ?” 

“Call at No. — Cherry street at nine o’clock to-morrow 
morning.” 

* All right.” 


The Cuban hurried away without ascertaining whether 
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When within a block of his destination he made the un- 
pleasant discovery that he was being followed. 
And the man who was following him was a Chinaman. 


— Chick was making any headway in the water, or had 
_- ja \ sunk to rise no more. 
3 : The night-hawk watched Delago’s retreating figure with 


_a satisfied chuckle. Nick was puzzled. = 
He was still chuckling when a figure dripping wet tap- But he determined to get at the bottom of the mystery 


ped him on the shoulder. and without much loss of time. 
It was Chick. He turned and walked toward Union square, 


. a “P11 allow you to keep that hundred-dollar bill,” said} The Chinaman turned also. 


— a Chick, quietly, “on the understanding that you don’t put| Nick began to walk, as if he had suddenly gone lame. ol 

cert | in an appearance at Cherry street to-morrow.” Before he reached the square he sat down on the edge 

osu ee “J won't, partner, never fear.” of the curbing and caressing one of. his ankles began to 

ae ee @ “TE you do, I’l] run youin. See?” moan and bewail his luck. wi 

aad fe “My lamps are double, and I can see myself going the| The Chinaman came up, and was about to pass him, so 
- other way.” when Nick oalled out: A th 
= he 3 “Very well, then.” “Here, you, John, come and help a fellow, can’t you ” mi 

‘“Washer matter anyhow? Velly muchee hurtee?” 


Chick left him in no amiable frame of mind. 
Delago had escaned his surveillance. ‘Yes, sprained my ankle, and it hurts like blazes. Got 


What would Nick Carter say when he learned that his|any liniment in your clothes?” 
ee assistant had failed in a most important duty ? “Lillymen? What you call me lillymen ?” 
oe There was nothing for it, however, but to go up to the| “Stuff to put on sore places. Muchee smell hartshorn, 
fe Gilsey and report. ammonia, benzine——” 
He walked up West Twenty-third street, and passing; ‘“ Benzine,” interrupted the Chinaman, with a knowing 
Madison square was about to’cross Fifth avenue, when a| nod of the head, ‘“me shabbee benzine—all a same tangly 
man hurried by him going west, whose actions aroused | footee.” : 
the young detective’s curiosity. “Tangly footee! Now you’ve got me, John. I never 
ia He resolved to follow him. | , heard benzine called that before. But produce your pain- 
— The man kept straight on until he reached Sixth|killer, whatever it is, for I’m slowly dying.” 
: avenue. | The Chinaman felt in his blouse, and brought forth a 


: By Then he turned and walked swiftly toward the heart of | suggestive looking flask. ‘ 
the city. Removing the stopper he handed it to Nick. 


And all the time he kept swinging his arms and talking The detective took one smell, and then shook his head. 
to himself. “That’s not benzine, John; that’s whisky, and the worst 


Chick walked past him, in order that he might scan his rot I ever put my nose to.” 


features closely. ‘*No goodee ?” 
= He was startled, as Nick had been, at his resemblance “No,” 


to Edward Colvin. “Melican man he gimme up stleetee, and him say you 
For the man was Sharkey. findee letective.” 


He had been to the Albemarle, and was now on his way| “Finda detective?” 
to the water front of the west side. “Veshee. He say you findee letective and makee him 


Chick followed him to the old house, and was a listener dlink one, two, tlee swallows, then him head go lound and 
at the door to the very interesting conversation that fol- lound, and then bimeby him fall on glound, so big sleepee 
lowed the man’s entrance. no wakee up some more.” 


When he had finished his story, Nick asked a question ‘‘What nonsense is this you are giving me?” 
that had been bothering him for some time. “Belly muchee sense, no nonsense. You letective, you 


“Did you take anything from Sharkey’s hand after you | better dlink.” | 
met him on the street?” “How do you know I am a detective?” 
“No.” “One man—he tellee me.” 
“Do you know anything about the diamond shirt stud?”| ‘“ What man.” 
hts ag “Me callee him Chicky, Chicky, Chicky.” 
“Strange,” muttered the great detective, “very strange. The Chinaman began to laugh. 
Who could have played the trick, and made the change of| Nick sprang to his feet and caught him by the shoulders. 
parcels ?” “Well done, my boy,” he cried, “for you’ve actually 
When Chick had gone on his mission to Mrs. Joyce’s| deceived me, though your pigeon Hinglish was not up to 


lodging-house, Nick turned.to address Sharkey whom he|the mark.” 
had left sitting by the window, while he and Chick had| For the Chinaman was Patsy. 
carried on their talk near the door. “T met Chick a while ago,” he explained, “and he told 


The envelope swindler still sat in his chair, but his| me he had left you at a certain place on West street.” 
head was bowed low on his breast. “You saw me come out of the house, then ?” 

A sharp fear assailed the detective as he looked at the} “Yes.” 
motionless figure. “Where have you been all the evening ?” 


Quickly stepping to his side, Nick shook the man| “Here, there, and everywhere, picking up points and 
keeping them.” 


2 roughly. 
“Come, come, wake up, old fellow. This is no time to “Did you make any discoveries in Delago’s room ?” 
go to sleep.” “No, I hunted everywhere, but I couldn’t turn up any 
But Sharkey would not wake. diamond stud.” 


Nick lifted up his head. “That’s too bad. If I had that stud I would feel all 


An exclamation of mingled horror and dismay escaped | right.” 
him as he did so. “Then get yourself into that feeling immediately, for 


For the moonlight shining on the man’s neck disclosed here is the stud.” 
a tiny clot of blood under the left ear. And then to Nick’s surprise and joy Patsy took a tissue 
A stiletto, wielded by a practiced hand, had sent him to | paper parcel from his vest-pocket, and put it into his 
his death. superior’s hand. 
| “Patsy, you’re coming on. This is a ten-strike, indeed.” 


oS aaa : Patsy grinned with pleasure. 
“How ‘did you do it?” asked his chief, after he had 
CHAPTER VII. aueres the parcel and found that the stud was indeed 
there. 
NICK’S SUCCESSFUL EXPERIMENT. ‘‘After I had gone through the Cuban’s toom I went up 
ees town to report to either you or Chick. 
When Nick Carter left the building it was with the in-| ‘“Couldn’t run across either of you, and I was standing 
- tention of proceeding directly to Thirteenth street, n front of the Albemarle when this fellow Sharkey came 
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up. I recognized him at once for a crook I had seen over 
in Jersey. 

“When he took the elevator and went up to the third 
story i began to do some responsible thinking. ; 

‘**Who had a room at this hotel not long ago?’ says I 
to myself. ‘Senor Delago,’ was the answer that came 
instanter. 

“Then I concluded that Sharkey had gone to the Cuban’s 
old room to get something that had been left behind. 

“What was it? 

“All at once I thought of the diamond stud that you 
wanted so badly, and that I had failed to find. 


that idea in my knowledge box I waited for Sharkey to 
make his reappearance. 

“When he came down and made for the sidewalk I 
caught sight of his face. 

“It was as pale as death, and his lips were trembling. 


ue “Soon he began to mutter to himself like a crazy per- 
: son. 
ng “T also saw that his right hand clutched something 
ly wrapped in tissue paper. 

“Might it not be the diamond stud ? 
er “JT made up my mind [ would have it, and without 
n- 


Sharkey’s becoming aware of the loss. 
“T felt in my vest-pocket, and found a brass collar but- 
ton. 
“ “Good,’ thought I, ‘and now for Mr. Sharkey.’ 
ie 4 “He was walking rapidly and swinging his arms. 
: = 
st Pd 


“Coming up behind him I gave the elbow joint of the 
right arm a sharp crack with my knuckles. 

‘Tt had the effect I intended. 

“His hand opened involuntarily, and down on the side- 
walk dropped the tissue paper parcel. : 

“Quick as a flash J had it in my hand, and tearing off 
a portion of the paper I wrapped the collar button in it, 
and after apologizing for the accident (?) handed him the 
false parcel just as he was stooping down to recover what 
he had. dropped. : 

“ Witbout suspecting the trick he took the parcel I gave 
him, and walked on to his destination. 

“J did not follow him farther, for at that moment I 
thought I saw you on the other side of he street. 

“T crossed over quickly to hand in my report, and when 
I discovered I had made a mistake in the man Sharkey 
was out of sight. 

“After that I made up as a Chinaman, and waltzed 
around until I ran into Chick.” | 

Nick again complimented him, and then looked at his 
watch. 
It was a little after midnight. Veeys 
“Tf I have good luck,” he said to himself, “I will finish 
this case before daylight and the early morning train 
shall see me on my way out of town.” | 

He had not been twenty-four hours on the case, and the 
time for closing in had arrived. | 
a. 3 One experiment yet remained to be tried. 
; = If it succeeded, Senor Manuel Delago’s doom was sealed. 
oe] Nick went at once to the Thirteenth street house. 


: Patsy accompanied him. 
Chick was found not far from the house. 
“Tes in there,” he said, exultingly, to the great de- 
s tective. 
‘‘When did he go in?” 
ie “ About half an hour ago.” 
| “Was he in good spirits ?” 
“Yes. He was whistling a tune from a comic opera as 


he went up the steps.” 
“Good.” 


_ F Nick went to the front door, and_ finding it locked took 

- § from his pocket a pass-key which he had obtained trom 
5 se Mrs. Joyce on the occasion of his earlier visit. 

ie : Noiselessly he opened the door. 


Chick and Patsy stepped in after him. | 
The three detectives made their way at once to Delago’s 


room. 
All was silent within save for the heavy breathing of 

the occupant, who was wrapped in slumber. 

Nick tried the door. It was locked. 

A skeleton key soon opened it. 
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4 “ ‘That’s what he’s after,’ I said to myself, and with | 
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The noise, slight as it was, awakened the Cuban, who 
raised himself in bed.in a tremor of apprehension just as 


the great detective stepped into the room. 


| The light from the hall rendered objects dimly visible. | 


Delago’s eyes nearly started from their sockets. 
| As he looked upon the outlines of three stern mes- 
sengers of justice standing at the foot of the bed he tried 
to ery out, but no sound issued from his throat. 


“Confess !” came in deep, stern tones from the lips of 
‘Nick Carter. ‘Confess, before it is too late.” 
The Cuban’s face and body were bathed in a cold, 
‘clammy perspiration. 
His teeth began to chatter, and he seemed to be on the 
point of losing his wits altogether. 
' “Confess,” thundered the detective, “for Sharkey 
opened his heart towme before he died, and [ have the dia- 
mond stud.” | 


He held up his hand and displayed something that shone 
brilliantly in the gloom. 
| “]T—JI——” the words stuck in the arch villain’s throat. 
i‘ I will confess.” 

“Go on, then,” commanded Nick, for the Cuban had 
paused, and his look of fear had been quickly succeeded 
bet one of stony despair. : 


“T compelled Sharkey to enter Luther Manton’s room,” 
he went on, almost calmly. ) 

“After having made him up to look like Edward Col- 
vin ?” 

66 Yes?’ 

“Proceed.” 

“And it was at my command that Sharkey struck the 
fatal blow.” 

“That made the act yours.” 

“ Certainly.” 

“It was your cane which did the deed, was it not?” 

66 Yes. ”? 
| “You sought to fix the crime on Edward Colvin. 
|that to screen yourself ?” 

“Yes. I put the stolen articles—all except the stud—in 
‘his room. I forged. the Brooklyn letter, and I made 
‘Sharkey up when he left the room last night to kill Man- 
ton, so that any one who might see him would take him 
for Colvin.” 
| “You also murdered Sharkey, did you not?” demanded 

Nick. Cae 

‘Ves, for fear he would betray me.” 

“Why did you desire Luther Manton’s death ?” 

‘So that I might marry Miss Elknart.” 

“She would not have married you.” 

“Ves she would, for I would have given her a powder 
that would have made her love me.” 

The meeting of the Cuban with the vailed woman in 
Greenpoint was now explained. 

He had gone to her for a love philter. 

Shrewd and intelligent as he was he was yet as super- 
stitious and gullible in some respects 4s the weakest- 
minded crank in the country. 

The great detective had obtaired all the evidence he 
desired. 

He clapped his hands together, and the lights of two 
lanterns were flashed into the assassin’s face. 

The next instant Nick had the irons on him, and half an 
hour later he was locked up in the Tombs to await the 
justice that was in store for him. 

Inspector Byrnes was surprised and delighted when 
Nick woke him before daylight and informed him that he 
had finished the case. 


1 


Was 


But the Little Giant was not able to leave town until 


afternoon. 

It took the better part of the day to carry out the legal 
formalities which resulted in the release of Edward Col- 
vin. 

The young Wall street broker is now in the seventh 
heaven of happiness, for he is about to marry his charm- 
ing Brooklyn fiancee. 

Miss Elkhart says she will never change her name. 

Nick saw her during the forenoon that followed 
Delago’s arrest, and learned that Manton had called on 
her early in the evening preceding the murder, 
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But his murderer will surely be hanged. 


He had not remained long, as she was not feeling very | 
. ae [THE END. ] 


well. 
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